Tta mojl lamentable Tragedte 

Haft tliou noLetfers to me from the Frier i 

CWan. No my mo cl Lord. 

' D 'Exit. 

Ro. No matter get thee gone, 

And hyre thofe horfes,Ile bs with thee ftraight. 

Well I diet A will lie with thee to night: 

Lets fee for meanes.O mifehiefe thou art fwift, 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men. 

I do remember an Appothacarie, 

And here aboufs a dwells which late I noted. 

In tattred weeds with ouerwhelming browes* 
Culling of fimples, meager were his lookes, 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones: 

And in his ncedie fhop a tortoyes hung. 

An allegater ftuft, and other skins ^ 

Of ill (hapte fifhes,and about his fhelues, 

A bcggerly account ofcmptic boxes, 

Greene earthen pats,bladdersaod muftie (cedes, 
llemnancs ofpackthred, and old cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly fcattered,to make vp a ftiew. 

Noting this penury, to my fclfe 1 faid. 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofe falc is prefent death in Lfylantua, 

Here hues a Catiffe wretch would fel l it him. 

O this fame thought did butforerun my need, 

And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 

As I remember this fhould be the houfe, 

Being holy day ,the beggers fhop is (hut. 

What ho Appothecarie. 

Appo. Whocallsfo iowd? 

Korn. Come hither roan, I fee that thou art pore. 
Hold, there is for tie duckets,let roe hauc 
A dram of poyfon, fuch foone fpeeding gcare, 

As willdifpeatfe it fclfe through all the veincs. 

That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead. 

And that the Trunke may be difebargd ofbreath, 
Asviolentlyjas haftic pwder fierd 



bffiomeo and Mef. 

J)oth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe: 
cp ot i. Such mortall drugs I haue } hutMantMM laWC 
Is death to any hethat vtters them. 

Ro, Art thou fo bare and full of wretchednefTe, 

And fcareft to die,famine is in thy cheekes, 

Need and oppreflion ftarueth in thy eyes. 

Contempt and be^geric hangs vpon thy baicke: 

The world is not thy friendmor the worlds law. 

The world affoords no law to make thee rich : 

Then be not poore, but breake it and take this. 

Poti. My pouei tie, but not my will confents. 

Ro. I pray thy pouertie and not thy will. 

Toti. Put this in any liquid thingyou will 
And drinke it off,and lfyouhad the ftrength 
Oftvvcntie men,it would dilpatch yon (freight. 

Xtf.Therc is thy Gold, vvorfc poyfon to mens foulesj 
Doing more murther in this loathfome world, 

Then thefe poore copounds that thou maieft not fell, 

I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none, 

Farewell,buy foode,and get thy fclfe in flefll. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon.go with me 
To I ahets graue,for there muft I vfc thee. 

"Exeunt. 

Enter Trier lohn to Trier Lawrence. 
lob. Holy Trancifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Lawrence. 

Law. This fame fhould be the voyce of Frier Iehn f 
Welcome from UW<mtua,\Nb.M fayes Romeoi 
Or if bis minde be writ,giue me his Letter. 

lob. Going to find a barefoote brother out, 

Oncdfourorder to adotiateme, 

Here in this Citie vifiting the ficke , 

And finding him, the Searchers of the Townc 
Sufpeding that we both wero in a houfe, 

Where the infe&ious peft ilence did raigne, 

Scald vp the doores,ar.d would not let vs forth j 
So that my fpeed toyk/ ant tut there was ftaid. 

L Wba 
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